The George Sand-

I am so absolutely forced to spend the evening of the 19th in
Paris that I do not know if I shall have the time. You must tell
me. I can get a word from you the 16th in Paris, 97 rue des
Feuillantines. I shall not be alone; I have as a travelling com-
panion a charming young literary woman, Juliette Lamber.
If you were lovely, lovely, you would walk to Jumieges the 19th.
We would return together so that I could be in Paris at six
o'clock in the evening at the latest. But if you are even a little
bit ill still, or are plunged in ink, pretend that I have said
nothing, and prepare to see us next month. As for the winter
walk on the Norman coast, that gives me a cold in my back, I
who plan to go to the Gulf of Juan at that time.

I have been sick over the death of my friend Rollinat. My
body is cured, but my soul! I should have to stay a week with
you to refresh myself in your affectionate strength; for cold
and purely philosophical courage to me, is like cauterizing a
wooden leg.

I embrace you and I love you (also your mother). Maurice
also, what French! One is happy to forget it, it is a tiresome
thing.

Your troubadour

G. Sand

LXVL    To GEOBGE SAND

Dear master,

What, no i>ews?

But you will answer me since I ask you a service. I read
this in my notes: "National of 1841. Bad treatments inflicted
on Barbes, kicks on his breast, dragged by the beard and hair
in order to put him in an in-pace. Consultation of lawyers
signed: E. Arago, Favre., Berryer, to complain of these abomi-
nations.5*

Find out from him if all that is true; I shall be obliged.
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